AT         THE          MENIN          GATE

" Over in the cottage. I'll take you," one of the
men replied.

The door of the cottage had disappeared. John
stepped straight from the darkness into a bare room
dimly lit by a hurricane lamp. An infantry lieutenant
and a subaltern reclined in a couple of chairs with
their feet on a table. Another subaltern lay in a
heavy slumber on the floor. The faces of aU three
were covered with several days' growth of beard, and
their battle-dress was stained and dirty.

The two officers at the table stared glassily at John
from red-rimmed eyes.

" Are you the gth Loamshires ? " he asked.

" Yes," replied the lieutenant huskily. " What do
you want ? "

" I'm gunner liaison officer," replied John.

He was quite unprepared for the reception accorded
to this piece of information. For a moment the
infantry officers stared at one another, and then
broke into harsh, derisive laughter.

" By God! . . . a visitor from the outside
world," cried the subaltern. " Liaison! ... that's
rich! . . ."

" Don't mind us," the lieutenant hastened to say,
seeing John's expression stiffen. " We don't mean to
be discourteous. ... D'you know, we haven't had any
sleep for three days. It's been one long fight. We're
pretty well all in. The lot of us. ... I mean those
who are left. And now we don't care a damn. . . ."

The long strain of battle that was so marked upon
their faces, had brought them to the verge of des-
peration. Any hope of coming out of their ordeal
alive had apparently vanished. It was obvious they
lived now with the sole grim intention of making their
exit as objectionable to the enemy as possible.

" Is this Battalion H.Q. ? " asked John.
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